Lucy Loud is terrified beyond belief; hands sweaty, arms heavy, redder and warmer than Rita's spicy spaghetti. Her anxious pacing on the hardwood floor already causing the slightest indentation of a rut upon it's well worn boards. The thick beads of sweat slide down her pale face, hitting the ground with audible drops as tiny puddles take shape. Each bullet of the salty liquid is quickly replaced one after another as Lucy drives herself mad with anxiety at her predicament.

Just what has driven the normally stoic goth into such an emotional heap of hormones you ask? What could possibly turn the the normally goth and pale Lucy Loud into such a panicked mess? Being pregnant at fifteen would be a start. The father being your brother, Lincoln, wouldn't help much either.

She was relieved when she first told her brother; that she loves him as a woman loves a man. She had been holding back her emotions towards him ever since she was a child. They first arouse from a younger Lincoln's relationship with, in her words, "that brown bitch" Ronnie Anne. She tried to rationalize them as simple compassion at the start. She just didn't want her brother to be with someone so inclined towards violence, for his safety of course! Even then,though, she knew that was a lie, and so she and her affection towards Lincoln both grew with time.

Three months ago she decided she was done hiding her true feelings towards him. She pulled Lincoln into his room and told him how she felt flat-out. Lucy was a stammering mess as she told him how he made her feel. How his smile made her black heart flutter like a vampire bat in the night. The way his scent drove her wild like a freshly turned werewolf on a full moon. His bare skin making her mouth water more than a cannibal after a twenty one day fast. Lucy felt like Lincoln was Frankenstein's monster to her Bride, and she made sure he knew that.

Lucy was certain Lincoln would never hate her for her emotions, but she was still worried at his reaction. There was no reason to, however, as it turned out Lincoln felt the same way. He told her how much less accepting of his incestuous emotions he was at first. He claimed he would have never dared tell Lucy how he felt; certain that it would ruin his relationship with his beloved sister. He ever confessed of having nightmares about her reacting in disgust at his sinful lust. Pushing him away and telling their parents that their son was a filthy pervert. 

He told her that while he was happy she felt the same way, they could never be together. Their love was wrong on multiple levels, no one besides them would ever see it as acceptable. Lincoln was perfectly fine with burying his emotions deep inside himself. He would willingly forget all about this conversation if it meant Lucy could live a happy life with someone she could love freely. Lucy was flattered that Lincoln, even in this situation, would put himself second for the sake of his sisters. She said that was another thing she loved about him as she pulled him in for a deep kiss.

Lincoln tried to keep his stance at first; pressing his lips together tighter than the guitar strings on Luna's axe. His resolve quickly faded,however, as he felt the pale and petite goth wrap her thin arms around his shoulders. Lincoln pulled Lucy closer as their tongue met each other like long-lost lovers. The dance of the two eager paramours eliciting moans from both parties as they embraced lovingly together. Both of them could have stayed like that for eternity if it wasn't for the biological need for air. Panting and red in the face, both look into each others eyes as they both broker into the biggest smiles either had ever seen.

They spent the entire night like that in Lincoln's room. On the bed, whispering to each other sweet nothings as they basked in the feeling of loving and in turn being loved. Only later did Lucy regretfully leave to her her room so as not to bring about suspicion. With her leave Lincoln promised to take her out for a night on the town, something they had always done ever since Lincoln had learned to drive. This time, however, they'd do it as something both have wished to be for a long time. A couple.

The next three months were the best of Lucy's life. Every day after school she and Lincoln would be together, be it outside or inside the house. They were already inseparable before hand, but now they might has well have been attached to hip. Both, however, loved their "dates" the most. Lincoln liked to spend hours with Lucy at the comic bookstore talking about the newest issue of Ace Savvy.Lucy,on the other hand, enjoyed arguing with him about who will win Belladonna's heart, Edwin or Jacobo. 

They both loved their time together, but the moments most favorite between the two were the rare times where they could be romantic. The Louds in their time at Royal Woods have made themselves infamous; darn near everyone knew about the young goth and her white-haired brother. Gas was also expensive on part-timer Lincoln's wallet, so few drives outside of town were sparse.This, along with Rita's and Lynn Sr's hesitance to let the two go far away from home in worry, made times when they could show their feelings in public uncommon.

When they did happen, however, they were magical. Hand-holding while they both simply talked, Lucy snuggling into Lincoln's chest while they both lay on the cool grass. Lincoln gleefully pointing out constellations with his big toothy grin; happy to be alone with her, the one he loves more than anything. They both have an absolute favorite moment together, however. Their first time with one another as lovers.

Lucy had initiated it, surprisingly enough. They had been together for two and a half months and Lucy thought it was time to take the next step. Lincoln was a bundle of nervous when Lucy had first mentioned it. He was always going to wait for Lucy to be ready, he just hadn't thought she'd be ready so soon! It took her calming words, her sheer honesty at the fact that she wanted no one other than him to take her first time to settle his beating heart. Lincoln was happy; he shyly replied with a red face that she'd be his first time too. Lucy would be lying if she said she wasn't a little smug at hearing that.

Later that night, Lucy met with Lincoln inside of his room and locked the door behind her. Lincoln was already in his underwear looking nervous, blushing red when she came in and sat next to him on his bed. Lucy noticed his demeanor and smiled, before bringing him into a deep kiss.Lincoln's anxiousness left him as soon as he felt his sister's lips; her pale frame soon being nude as she stripped herself shortly afterwards. Nothing needed to be said between the two as they embraced, bare form meeting the other in loving union.

The initial penetration was slow. Lincoln wanted to be sure Lucy wasn't hurt as she lay on her back, legs spread and pussy lips parting as he slowly inched himself inside of her. Lincoln wasn't sure what to do when he reached her hymen, only after Lucy's encouragement did he decide to break it quickly, like ripping off a band-aid. She gave out a sharp cry and Lincoln nearly pulled himself out of her, but Lucy wrapped her legs around his waist as she kept him inside. After a minute or two did Lucy look Lincoln in the eye and give him a nod, urging him to continue on.

Lincoln's thrusts were slow and deep at first. He wanted Lucy to get used to his length so that he wouldn't do any harm. Lucy felt every inch of Lincoln's considerable size as he filled her with all that he could, but she wanted more. With a soft moan she told Lincoln to go faster and harder, and so he did. The sound of flesh pounding flesh filled the room as Lincoln picked up his pace, both now going wild in their lustful meeting of sin between siblings.

The feeling of Lucy's tight walls on Lincoln's member was sending electricity all throughout his body. The wetness of her womanhood, her red, loving smile, and the love between them all brought Lincoln closer and closer to the edge. Lucy was feeling similarly; his thickness, along with the forcefulness of his thrusting making her legs tighten around him and her arms to scratch at his back. Both were enamored completely with each other; in total and utter bliss of mind and body.

Lincoln gave a few more hard, deep thrusts into Lucy as they both reached climax in unison. His warm, wet, and gooey essence filling her completely as Lincoln fell beside her. Both panting, sweating, and satisfied, Lucy reached for Lincoln's hand in a daze. He wrapped his around it and looked towards her face; she met his with a bright, tired smile. Lincoln could only return it with one of his as he wrapped a blanket around the both of them. Lucy snuggled her head into the nape of his neck and whispered to him that she loved him. Lincoln said the same as he stroked her hair; the pair fell asleep together soon after, both still smiling.

Lucy didn't regret what they did, but she did curse her foolishness at forgetting to tell Lincoln to wear a condom. She also should have remembered to take the pill herself, but what's done is done. She isn't sure what she should do now, but Lincoln has to know first. Whatever happens and whatever Lincoln thinks they should do, she'll try to react accordingly. So long as Lincoln is with her, she'll know everything will turn out okay in the end.